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seemed to have gathered into this face now before
him. There was something here beside, that he
had seen in no woman. What was this unseen grace
that made this face unique ? And also whose was
the face ? " Who are you ? Who ? Helena, beloved
of Paris, whose beauty was greater than any to be
found in all the worlds ? O, you are not woman
only, you are man too ! Who are you ? Who ?"

The poet could not make out what beauty
this was that seemed both man and woman. He
ceased to question and looked on it peacefully,
merely begging it to "stand and not disappear.
That face stood steady before his vision. Looking
on it, the poet felt endless satisfaction. He felt no
desire to touch it or hold it. It seemed that this
beauty which touched the sense of vision was able
through it to satisfy the cravings of the other
senses. Seeing was enough; no knowing was
required. Looking steadily at the face with all
the strength of desire, the poet realised all on a
sudden that this was a face he had seen before.
This was the face which he had seen in the heart
of his dreams in early youth. It had come to him
in those dreams and disappeared, and he had
sought it in all the world. He saw bits of it here
and there, but the greater part he had not seen,
and this had left him unsatisfied. If one craving